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‘The next conductor insisted on my tying the dog on the back 
of the car and making itrun. This proved very successful until the 
car came toa full stop, which brought the dog against it with a 
violent impetus. I jumped off to see if any harm had come to him, 
when the conductor whispered, ‘ Untie him quick. Here’s an in- 
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spector.’ Not wishing to get the man into trouble I did so, and a% 
jC ST found myself on the pavement in statu quo. 
eo : | ‘“‘ An idea now struck me, and I walked into a grocer’s shop, told vad e 
Tee Bp  \¢ x | the proprietor of my predicament, and begged him to give me oll iM 
WY Ls Yep \N0) “ a | asack. He laughed andcomplied. I dropped Charlie into this and | & 
“a ie E). 129/9 om hurried down to the Underground Railway. A train was just coming 
= Nilsen iP GF in. I rushed for thetrain. The gate was slammed in my face. The (| * 
ticket chopper came up and asked what I had inthe sack. He said, (| oe 
Taking Charlie Home. ‘No dogs admitted.’ I pleadingly asked him how on earth I was to hd 
get a dog upto town? He said with asmile that ‘the walking was PH I ae 
“T pon’t know much about dogs,” said the suburbanite, “though | good.’ 4 | , 
I see quite enough of them ; and Iam only acquainted with one dog ‘ The string seemed to be fast cutting Charlie’s throat, for he was , i ‘. 
story, which has, or had, unfortunately for me, the merit of | persistent in his efforts to make a record time. He would suddenly ih A 
realism. My wife is nervous, and, as I am often kept late in the | ee ee post, only to rush back and entangle bimeecit Rit] am 
City, she suggested the purchase of some sort of protection for her | ‘Then P triad « Thames steamer. lig 
during my absence. She finally decided on a watch dog. | “‘ Just as the dog reached the middle of the gangway he slipped an 
“T heard that there was a sharp fox terrier to be sold in an out- | and tumbled over the side. I held on to the string like grim death, ih) 
| while the beast struggled and choked. One of the men caught hold ii i 


lying suburb. I went to see the animal one Saturday morning 
early, for I had a misgiving that it might take some time to bring 
him home. 

“The dog was tied up by a stringin a yard when I first saw him, 
and certainly appeared to be as unlike a watch dog as anyone could 
imagine. 


of him and threw him on to the pier. The dog started on a run; bb 
I involuntarily followed, stumbled over a block, and fell on my face tt 
in a puddle of water, The dog and and myself now presented a hy 

pitiable sight. I didn’t dare expose myself to the public gaze, spat- f 
tered and cut as I was, so I blessed the dog and the expense and took i 











““* Ah, he’s always that way in the daytime,’ said his owner, ‘ but a cab home. . 
at night he’s a perfect demon. Aren’t you, Charlie ?’ ‘Yes, dogs are all right at home, but you have to get them there It 
“After parleying with the man as to the purchase price and first.” rh t 
listening to a long pedigree of the beast, we og mg oy an er scciiiaiaiiieeatimaiaais a een i ik 
g i i ne . \y, “4 
tt Hat and the animal became mine for the sum of o | A (Nigh tly) Deserted V illage. qi “" 
“On finding himself untied from the fence he madea sudden | THERE is, one reads, a little village of Talbot, about three miles | ' # 
bolt for liberty, nor did he relax his efforts when he discovered that from Bournemouth, which was founded by two maiden ladies, who ; i = 
Thad taken the place of the fence. He possessed a little more directed that it should consist of model farms and model cottages, The 
vigour than I gave him credit for, so off we went together up the with a model church, a model school, and some model almshouses. i Ete. 
High Street, where I intended to take a tramcar. The sobriety of the people was guaranteed by the fact that there vi 7 
RE yo 


looked at me, and, muttering, ‘What; I can’t take a blooming _ Well, the cottages have drifted into the hands of mechanics who 
work in the neighbouring town, and as for the other part we quote 


a journalist’s own words. He is interviewing a rustic wiseacre : 
‘“‘<«They work at their allotments!’ explained my companion, 


“The conductor on the first car that I hailed rang the bell, was not to be a public-house on the estate. t 
f 
t 


menagerie,’ gave the signal to go ahead, and I was left standing in | 
the middle of the street. 

“I put the dog under my coat and boarded the next car while 
the conductor was on top, but when he came for my fare he at once | 














derisively. ‘They don’t know how! Besides, when they get home ij 4 
detected the dog. I explained the circumstances, and he very — they want to go up to the public-house.’ ‘ But I thought there was a ' 
politely said it was against the rules, but that if I hid the dog and | not a public-house on the estate.’ ‘No more there ain't; but ik e 
kept him quiet he would risk the chance of meeting an inspector. there’s a public-house just outside of it, and most of them go up Ae 
I believe everything would have been all right had not a particularly there reg’lar ev’ry night.’ ” ‘i i | ) 
oo lady got in and taken the — — -— rie Dypnron ince chic iniithinn ns bili 8 - 
egan to sniff and struggle to get loose. clutc : : f the plai ie 
itty when, to my aonlsnent, beard whine dine Ge es east ee ts : 

een ee ae: oats o Where “t * gents their tedious visits paid i 
a bark, and before my fair friend could stop it a little dog bounded ere ‘‘temperance " gent ae Oe be ’ 
heir lingering ‘* boom ” delayed. 
peta ae cel are econanee ws kin Dh totes Their high flown words in no sense gave one ease; Ne 
ore Charlie had made a vigorous snatc . Ae of cinaer failed to please. 
rth see conductor. He rem - a agro aa a saa wbakar hag aok - missed the charm 
duet’ iat lady was almost driven to, tent’. re id : k ; ther Of something more than milk from out the farm ? 
Guctor to allow her to stay on and planted ae ~~ oN = = Bee navcetaliing pump ae uectul till | 
ar. Though much against my inclination, are ’ | They built the “ pub” atop the neighbouring hill. F 
: ; 


accompanied by her expressions of gratitude an 




















TE pa an contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned # 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. } , i 
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THERE ARE OTHERS. 


She.— Did you do the Paris Exposition ?” 


He (just returned ).—“ No, the Exposition did me.” 


Otherwise Satisfied. 


A racrrious tenant wound up his quit notice with the following 
laconic sentences : ‘* The doors won’t shut, and the windows won’t 
open ; the fires won’t draw up, and the blinds won't draw down ; 
the water won’t turn on, and the gas won’t turn off ; the rooms 
are too small, and the cracks in the walls too large ; the rent is too 


, 


high, and my income too low.’ 


| — 





tame 


———. 


“The Wisdom of the Wise” atiSt. James's 


Farr woman is having it all her own way in The Wisdom of the 
Wise at St. James’s Theatre, where Mr. George Alexander gives her 
the stage, lovely scenery, and an open account with the droge. 
makers. The divine right of the fair to command admiration get, 
full scope, and no unmarried man would wish to question it, The 
married men may speak for themselves. The play has a hero, of 
course—the Duke of St. Asaph, played by Mr. Alexander—withoy; 
him there would be no heroine, no Duchess in a lovely gown t, 
make him kneel down on the dusty floor and acknowledge the 
superiority of woman. Besides that, a hero is necessary to gome 
people’s enjoyment, and, therefore, the authoress put one into ho; 

lay. 
" When the curtain rises in the first act the Duke has been marrieg 
a fortnight. He had evidently taken to politics at the time that ho 
took to love, so his pretty young wife takes an interest in one jy 
order to secure the other, 

An envious female relative of the Duchess, with a husband. q 
lovely gown, and a habit of smoking cigarettes in the drawing. 
room, seeks to raise Her Grace’s mind about the Duke, and doing 
so says many nasty little things of the ways of husbands jn 
general, and St. Asaph in particular. Therefore, when the latte, 
calls for his wife at Lady Chale’s house, where a reception of some | 
sort has evidently taken place, he does not find the usual warm | 
reception awaiting him at her hands and lips. Her manner js 
reserved, that is all. The Duke does not ask the reason why, nor 
say anything to provoke a quarrel. There are noquarrels or serious 
incidents amongst ‘‘ The Wise’’; each one of them goes through 
the world, happily underestimating his, or her, neighbour’s good | 
qualities, apparently without any motive. 

Notwithstanding the cold shoulder, the Duke’s manner warms 
towards his wife. ‘‘ Your face is like a song, your voice as a starry 
night,’ he says. The eloquence makes her relent, her shoulder is 
no longer cold, the Duke lays his head on it, her trust is won back. 
She binds his head to her’s with her two arms, and both appear 
happy, if uncomfortable. 

Later on in the evening she is again induced by her jealous cousin 
to suspect her husband’s actions. She allows herself to be brought 
to a hotel to catch him keeping a clandestine appointment, but 
there finds that he is using his experience as a love maker to induce 
a young lady to marry a friend of his. 

The story is of the fragile order ; but it is an invaluable work of 
reference for everyone that takes an interest in feminine philosophy, 
or that wishes to know what a clever woman thinks of the mutual 
responsibilities of husband and wife. We are fast progressing 
towards a state of society when the privilege of Leap Years will be 
extended for the benefit of men that are shy. It is remarkable that 
the play commences with six out of seven ladies ill-married, and 
that the last curtain is rung down when the seventh becomes 
engaged. The man secured shows no sign of suffering. 
























A FEAST OF “FUN.” 











Cleanliness next to Freedom. 


Her was immured in the darkest dungeon beneath the castle 
moat. 

“Tf I had a saw, a file—anything! ” he moaned, as he looked at 
the solid bars across the solitary window. 

Then an idea struck him. His face brightened, and his eyes 
sparkled with revived hope. ate {100 

Rapidly running over his supply of collars, which had just come 
in from the laundry, he selected cne fitted for his purpose. 

Five minutes later the great middle bar of the window, dexterous!y 
severed by the sawlike edge of the laundried collar, fell apart. 

He was free. 



















‘RUN’ ALMANAG. 


PRICE TWOPENCE. 


Pictures by the Best Artists. 
Wit and Humour by the Best Writers 


NOW READY. 
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AN AVERTED DANGER. 


Mother,—‘‘ I saw that man deliberately kiss you to-night.” 
Daughter,— Well, he threatened he would kiss you if I didn’t, so I saved you.” 
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Perils of the Love Song. | A Settlement. 


THE case of George Bennett and Minnie Blough, of Rockford, A pROsPEROUS Irishman who had begun to play the man of 
Must serve as a solemn warning to all young men whoare in the affluent circumstances made a deposit of between £200 and £300 in 
habit of singing love songs without first taking proper precautions. a bank, received his cheque-book, and after simple instruction: 
Mr. Bennett is fond of singing, and so on occasions he would sing went home and settled down in the new enjoyment of paying out 

Oh, Promise Me ” and other amorous ballads to Miss Blough. cheques instead of cash. 
































But Miss Blough took him literally. When he raised his voice in | No payment that he had to make was too small for the employ 

song and begged her to ‘promise him,” i¢ seems that she did— | ment of the mystic book, and as all his disbursements were small, 

nentally, at least. According to his story, he was merely indulging his original deposit was sufficient for his use for a long time 

in a pleasant and esthetic pastime for mutual edification, but Miss At last one day came a notice from the bank saying that he had 

Blough has brought suit for breach of promise. overdrawn his account. He went thither in hot indignation, and | 
It would seem proper that, in order to get at the merits of the demanded an explanation. | 

Case, the song should be brought into court and Mr. Bennett ‘‘ Didn’t I pay my money to get my book, and now what do you 

required to sing it to judge and jury, that they may decide as to the mane by sending me such a letter as this ?” 

Constructions to be putupon his vocal outbursts. The jurors ought to The cashier explained that no insult was intended, but that 

be able to tell at once whether the singer was simply following the Mr. O’Toole simply owed the bank for an overdraft of £20. 

tules of the art in presenting a love song, or whether he was giving “ Very well,” said Mr. O’Toole, with dignity, “ I'll send ye me 

©xpression to what might be considered a personal vassion. Thou- cheque for that amount.” 

sands of young people sing such songs daily, and some precedent % cee 

should - established. ‘ : ———— 

.~ Not, it will be necessary for all young men who may be ’ ; is ice ” 

“Ingers to resort to the cane of desiezing beforehand that the re, mage Figotyg agence _— : seals 

Yallads which they are about to render have no other than a purely ; TT i y shou ‘ ° 

esthetic Significance. ‘‘ Miss Blank,’’ the vocalist will announce, girl. 
i am about to'sing ‘Sweetheart, Be Mine,’ but I wish it distinctly pe 
understood that I do it only as a matter of enjoyment, and with no 





Jagwell.—* What makes that hen in your back yard cackle so loud?” 
1e across the street, 
he did 
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“O Farmer, Spare that 


O FARMER, spare that cow! 


It is our one, our only pet ; 





And we must add, though with regret, 


























Its sister, you’ll allow, 





DIDN’T LIKE IT. 


‘‘It was Greek to me.” 





In streams we've often seen it flow; 
So stick to her—and we shall know 


My friends, I am surprised 


I cannot recognise a “ pet,” 
And therefore, sirs, I much regret 


Besides, I’ve been advised 








Had I not sternly stood your friend, 
You would have had no milk to lend— 





You stood our friend! Just so— 


But loving hearts perforce you break 
When ruthlessly you come and take 


This really is a blow 


When over seas you bravely crossed 
We shared the glory, but the cost 


md 


= % PONS 


Precisely ! You were wrong! 


That those who ’neath my juster sway 
Reap rich rewards should help to pay 


You’ve been oppressed for long, 


Na 


A 


For you and yours, as you’ll allow, 
I think I ought to milk your cow, 


Dear, dear, but we are grieved 


Your cow the milk could well afford ; 
And—virtue is its own reward ! 


We've really been deceived— 


Despite this military fuss, 
He surely will not call on us 


Why, bless me, do you think 


That cross the seas I gladly go 
And blood and treasure freely sow 


From sharing dare you shrink 


If so, you’ll surely shrink in vain, 
For after all ’tis you who gain, 


‘How did you like that Latin play?” 





a cr! 


Cow!” or, The Golq. 
Miner’s Lament. 
Goxup-MINE D1REcrors:— 


We love it, every hair— 


Its milk we cannot spare ! 


In milk is richer far— 


Exactly where we are. 
Lorp SALISBURY :— 


To hear such trivial talk— 


Your wishes I must baulk. 


That possibly by now 


You might have lost your cow! 
Gotp-M1nE DIREcTORS :— 


You did but play your game. 


Our milk in friendship’s name ! 


Too hard for us to bear— 


We did not think to share. 
Lorp SALISBURY :— 


I think it’s only right 


The men who fought the fight. 


And now I’ve done my best 


And give my cow a rest. 
GoLD-MINE DIRECTORS :— 


To hear you talk like this! 


That point you should not miss. 


Thought we: ‘“‘Now come what may, 


His little bill to pay. 
Lorp SALISBURY :— 


I hold myself so cheap 


For you alone to reap ? 


In all the dreadful cost ? 





While only I have lost ! 
Goxtp-MINE DIRECTORS :— 


H’m, well, perhaps you're right, 


Our welfare you have planned— 


But while you milk, we beg and pray 
You’ll do it in a kindly way, 


And with a gentle hand. 


You’ve given us a fright, 

That much you must allow— 
So prithee do not milk it dry, 
But listen to us when we cry ‘— 


‘“‘O farmer, spare that cow!” 
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OPENING OF PARLIAMENT—WAR VOTE. 


GOLD MINING COMPANIES.—“ HOPE YOU’LL NOT MILK OUR COW, ROBERT.” ro 
FARMER SALISBURY.—" MUSTN'T DRAW THE OTHER ’UN TOO MUCH—SHE MAY KICK.” 


; 
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J / . ’ , Vaere oo ih ; 
(For Cartoon Verses, see page 180.) hid 
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A Blow. 


‘‘ Wuy doth my Julia hide her face 
Within her kerchief white ? 
4 L What sorrow doth the teardrops send 
To dim her eyes’ calm light ? 


‘‘ Confide in me, my fairest fair ; 
Have friends proved false? Haye 
foes——’”’ 
‘Oh, do shut up, you fool,”’ said she, 
‘‘ And let me blow my nose!” 
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Extract from the visitors’ book in a 
Guernsey hotel: ‘The living here jg 
good, plain, and substantial. So is the 
waitress.”’ 


. 











Tom.—*‘* So the heiress refused Jack?” 

Dick.— Yes ; it’s too bad. He made 
| avery fair proposition, too.”’ 
| Tom.—** What was it? ”’ 
Dick.—“* He promised to be a most 
devoted husband, and offered to refund 
the money if he did not turn out 
exactly as represented.”’ 





Fair Shopper (to assistant, who has 
shown her every ptece of goods in stock). 
—‘ Well, I don’t see anything here that 
suits me. IT’ll go down to Yard and 
Stuff’s and see what they have.” 





PRETTY NEAR. 


‘This bump indicates restlessness. 
Am I right?” 


Phrenologist. 
of a rolling stone. 

Smith. 
bump.” 


I think you are something 


“You're not so far off; but it was a rolling pin that caused that 


Salesman (eagerly ).—‘‘ Here’s the card 
of one of their assistants. Will you 
kindly get him to wait on you?” 

Fair Shopper: (pleasantly ).—‘ Ah! a 
friend of yours, I suppose? ”’ 

Salesman.— No, my greatest enemy.” 











A Vision of the New Century. 


Tuk Conservative journals are expressing great alarm because of 
the Socialistic legislation of the times. According to them, the 
aristocratic and capitalist classes will soon be absolutely at the 
mercy of the working man. We have, therefore, written a play 
from the Tory point of view, showing the latest development in the 
crushing of the wealthy by the working classes. We call it :— 


BILLETTED ON THE BARONET; OR, THE COMPULSORY 


GUEST 
DRAMATIS PERSON®: 
SEF. GO GOONS. ciccccvcteseess A Bricklayer. 
Sir Giles Montmorency.....e004- An Aristocrat. 


(Mr. Jem Snooks discovered with his feet on the mahogony table 
of Montmorency Mansions. He is smoking a short clay and spitting 
vigorously onthe floor. Sir Giles Montmorency timidly eapostulates. ) 


Sir Giles.—“ If you don’t mind—of course, I am very sorry to 
incommode you—but, if it wouldn’t be disturbing you too much, 
would you mind spitting in the cuspidor ? ” 

Mr. Snooks.—‘ Look ’ere, no bad langwidge, if you please. Don’t 
you begin a-cussing ’ere, or I'll call the Government Hinspector wot 
looks arter the working man.”’ 

Sir G.—‘ I only mean that I should regard it as a great favour if 
—don’t you know—-you would not spit on the carpet.” 

Mr. S.—* Oh, ‘igh and mighty, are yer? Please understand I’m 
a-going to spit where | likes; and if it makes my visit ’ere un- 
pleasant I'll git yer fined, so understand that, if you please.” 

Sir G.—‘ 1 beg your pardon ; no offence meant, I assure yout ”’ 

Mr. S.—‘‘I hopes not. Now, what’s there for dinner to-day ? No 
more rickshaws, I hope. I’m tired of the muck yer ferrin’ cook 
sends up. I must have a good bit of beef!” 

Sir G.—* But, my dear sir—— ”’ 

Mr. S.— Now, don’t argify on the matter, or things ‘ull be 
unpleasant. Yer want ter be fined ten quid for starvin’ yer workin’ 
man guest, do yer? So beef it must be, if you please.” 

Sir G.—“ But the menu is ordered. I have some friends 
coming——.”’ 

Mr. S.—‘ Never mind menu or the gentlemen-u,I should say. I 
can't ‘elp abart yer fren's. I’m the princerple guest ’ere, and I 
knows my rights. Yer other fren’s must suit their tastes to miern, 
+f you please.” 
















Sir G.— Oh, very well. What would you prefer to drink?” 


Mr. S.—* Well, that wants thinkin’ of. I don’t care fer that 
white muck yer gave us yesterday: ‘ ock, I thinks yer call it. Muck, 
muck, no body in it. I’ll ’ave some beer first, then I'll ’ave a drop 
o’ rum, then some shampayne, somethin’ sweet an’ tisty, none of 
that seck stuff; it makes me seck. Ha, ha, that’s good! Why 
don’t yer laugh? Seck, makes me seck. See!”’ : 

Sir G.—I beg your pardon. Ha, ha, ha!” 

(Miss Helen, the daughter of the house, enters. Mv. Snooks 
springs up, seizes her round the waist, and kisses her lips with a 
hearty smack.) 

Helen.—* Papa! Papa!”’ 

Sir G.—“ How dare you? You scoundrel! (Knocks him down.) 

Mr. S. (rising, ruefully).—‘*Oh, my poor face! Oh, my poor 
‘ead! You cowardly wretch, strikin’ a poor, ’elpless working man. 
Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Where’s yer telephone to ‘eadquarters ? 
Thank goodness the Government ’as made yer put that up in case 
of ’arsh treatment.”’ 

(Rings up the War Office. Officer and squad arrive. Sir Giles 
is placed under arrest. The officer reads warrant.) 

Officer.—'* Whereas the Government of the United Kingdom has 
provided that capitalists and landowners shall clothe, feed, and lodge 
one working man for every £20 of their income, and, moreover, shall 
provide him with the key to the wine-cellar and stables, and, more- 
over, shall see that he has reasonable bodily and mental relaxation, 
and whereas you have assaulted him in his assertion of such reason- 
able rights, contrary to the Act, you are hereby required to 
deliver your body to the officer of Her Majesty’s Service, and to 
quietly and without remonstrance submit to be shot without benefit 
of trial or clergy.” 


(Sir Giles is marched out and shot in his potato garden.) 
(CURTAIN. | 


— 











Mrs. Suburb.—“I never noticed until we moved into this house 
that the pump is out of doors.” 

Agent.—‘‘ That’s so that’ the water may be nice and cool im 
summer, ma’am.” 

‘¢ But I don’t want to be running out of doors dozens of times 4 
day in winter.”’ , 

‘‘No need to, ma’am. The pump always freezes up in cold 
weather,” . | 
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The Master Builder. 


r During his late visit to Rome, Mr. 


While the Kodaks round him fluttered, | 
Mused on Empires and their making ; 
And, an object-lesson taking, 

Nodded now and then and muttered. 

Not a day saw Rome completed— 

Still our Joseph’s quick at building— 
Sort of grand Imperial jerry 
Is our Joseph, he’s so very 

Fond of gingerbread and gilding. 


Joseph thought: ‘‘ For my foundations 
1’]] have Khaki, plenty of it ; 
Spread it out and wisely plan it- 
It will prove morestrong than granite, 
Far more strong, or I’m no prophet. 
Then, on that, pile jubilations, 
3unting, waving, Ladysmithy ; 
Then, on cheers sublimely ringing, 
Rousing, even Mafekinging, 
Pile some speeches brisk and pithy. 





“ Roof it in with bills of lading, 
Gargoyled round with lions, roaring ; 
Then, on top, the building crowning, 
Set Britannia fiercely frowning, 
While above her Fame is soaring. 
Place around her marts for trading— 
Then completed, not a block out, 
My life’s work sublimely ended— 
Nobs will say: ‘Oh this is splendid!’ 
Snobs exclaim: ‘ This ts a knock out!’ 


“That is Fame! Thus I’m rewarded ! 
What are crowns and bits of ribbon 











(Though some people prize them i 
greatly) 

When you’ve built an Empire 
stately, 


That will never need a Gibbon. 
Fame! For that my plans I hoarded— 
Bad companions I forswore ’em! 
Now, ah, now, observe the moral, 
On my brow men press the laurel !”’ 
Thus mused Joseph in the Forum! 


Ladies’ Whist. 


THE following conversation was overheard by a waiter at a ladies 
club. The man was able to use his knowledge of shorthand to take 





| 
Chamberlain visited the Forum, where | Yo os 
he spent no less than three hours.”— | (7 - | | os ae 
Daily Paper.) | {y /_- }{ | ( 
JosEPH, mid the ruins seated, ie | , 





INTENSIFYING A NEGATIVE. 


No Doubt about It. 


‘‘ AnD do you love me as well as ever, John?” the wife asked of 
her somewhat testy husband, after they had made up, subsequent to 





notes, having once been a‘ reporter :— 
“Jane,” said Maria, ‘it is your lead.”’ 
“Why, no,’’ answered Jane, “it is Ida’s.” 
“No,” spoke up Ida, “it is not my lead; Susan dealt the cards.” 
“Why, then, it must be my lead,” said Maria. ‘ What’s 
trumps?” 
‘‘ Hearts!’’ shouted three young voices in unison. 
‘‘ Well, there is my lead,” said Maria, playing the deuce of clubs. 
“But you must lead a trump card, my dear,” cried Jane. 
“ Yes, and lead the biggest trump you have in your hand,” putin 
Ida, Jane’s partner. 
‘Well, then, here is the queen of hearts,”’ said Maria. 
a Oh, you mean thing, you!’ exclaimed Jane; ‘that takes my 
ing. . 
‘But I will take the trick, for I have the ace,’’ said Ida. 
“But,” remarked Susan, “ that is the ace of diamonds.” 
‘So it is,” said Ida. ‘ Well, here is the four of hearts.” 
: Mee. got the ace of hearts,” purred Susan. ‘‘ Does that take the 
rick ?”? 
‘Of course it does,’’ answered Jane. 
. ¥ i it doesn’t,” said Ida. A court card alwa 
ard,’ 
“Oh, let’s stop playing!” cried Maria, wearily. ‘It’s no fun 
When there are no men to tell you how to play.” 


ys takes another 


what is usually termed ‘a little tiff.” 
‘* Why, of course, I do, and better.” 
‘‘ Are you sure, darling ?”’ 

“Sure? Of course,I am. Hang it, don’t I tell you so?” 
“Yes; but you are not deceiving me?”’ 
“Certainly not. What do you want to aggravate a man for 
‘‘T am not aggravating you.” 

“Yes, you are, and I tell you plainly that I love you madly, and 
if you ask me that question again, I’m blessed if I don’t go out and 
stay out altogether. I love you dearly, and now shut up, or it will 
be worse for you. Asking me if I love you, when I do to distraction ! 
Get out, you idiot !”’ 

Wife subsides, highly delighted. 


99 




















He had proposed, and been rejected. _ 
‘Very well,” he said, coldly, ‘‘ there will come a time when your 


treatment of me will be regretted.” 


‘‘T shall never regret it,” she replied. 
“Qh, I don’t mean you,” he murmured, hoarsely. ‘I refer to 


the man you finally accept.” 








“You didn’t stay long at that hotel which advertised a fine trout 
stream in the vicinity?” 








oon 


| He.—“ Will you come to my wedding 
She.—“ Whom are you going to marry ?’ 
; Ly " : 


Lé. _ te y ou ! ” 
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’ 


“No; the hotel man explained that it was a fine trout stream, 
but he couldn’t help it if the trout hadn’t sense enough to find 
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it out. 
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Muggins. —“*Is your son in busi 

ness?” : 
Juggins.—‘' He’s a contractor.” 
Muggins.—* What of?” 
Juggins.—* Debts.” 





Jameson.—“*I hear your uncle is 
dead, Pennyless, Was he sensible to 
the last?” 

Pennyless.—‘‘ No, he wasn’t, The 
last thing he did was to cut me out of 
his will!” 





Magistrate.— W hat happened between 
yourself and the complainant? ” 

O' Brien.— I think, sor, a half-dozen 
bricks and a lump of paving stone,” 











Mr. A.: ‘‘I presume you carry a 
| memento of some sort in that locket of 
yours ?”’ 

Mrs. B.: ‘ Precisely; it is a lock of 
my husband’s hair.” 

Mr. A.: * But your husband is still 
alive!” 

Mrs. B.: “ Yes, sir; but his hair is all 
gone.” 








A CLEVER boy was offered 5s. to dig 





Farmer Brown.—“ Now thet corn is so gosh dern low you orter shave me 


for half price.” 


The Barber.—* 1 think I ought to charge double, because when corn’s down 
the farmers wear such long faces that I have to do double work.”’ 


——- 


The Ever-Fruitful Topic. 


Wuat do you think of the weather? The mixture is not ‘as 
before,’ because there has never been anything like it before. One 
day last week the four seasons were compressed into the space of 
five minutes. The novelist of the future will thus describe the 
typical Midsummer Day upon which Edwin first meets Angelina :— 


The scorching rays of the summer sun beat down upon Edwin’s 
head as he negligently masticated the daisies he idly plucked. 
The beautiful snow-flakes kissed his curly locks and got down 
his neck. The world, he thought, was very beautiful. The rain 
fell with terrific fury, and the hot south-westerly breeze made 
him unbutton his waistcoat. No sooner had he done so, how- 
ever, than the hailstones, that seemed to be playing hide-and-seek 
with the snow and rain, hit him with much violence in the pit 
of the stomach. Wiping the perspiration from his forehead, he 
put up his parasol to ward off the tropical rays of the sun. He 
rose, and, wrapping his ermine overcoat around him to protect 
himself against the icy blizzard that was blowing, he took off his 
hat that the gentle southern zephyr might cool his fevered brow. 
"Twas at this moment that he first saw Angelina. Dressed ina 
soft, filmy, gauze-like gown of exquisite design, her magnificent 
sable cloak swept the ground. It was a never-to-be-forgotten 
moment, 


How to Deal with Your Post Office ? 


A GRAVE matter has arisen at the Post Office, and Leicester 
wrong account should find currency we will hereby give a right one. 
Suppose you make watches and rings and jewellery of all descrip- 
tions. Suppose you despatch to grateful customers some fifty 
million parcels every day. Suppose you register them. Suppose 
you put stamps upon them. Suppose thousands of pounds 
a week passes from your business to the Old Lady of 
St. Martin’s Lane. Suppose you suggest that the red van 
shall call for the little lot. Ought it to do so? “No,” says the 
Post Office, ‘‘ we won’t do no such thing. Take yer beastly parcels 
where yer like, we don’t care.’ But they have had to care, for the 
firm in question took the beastly parcels individually to the said 
Post Office. It was only a matter of one old mail coach and 
twenty cabs and some hundreds of workpeople and thousands of 
spectators and all other business at a standstill and the Lord Mayor 
tearing his robes and red tape bursting and officials frizzling, while 
all the the world*wags with inextinguishable laughter. 








up his aunt’s garden, and he hid a 
sixpence in it, and then told all the boys 
in the neighbourhood. The next morn- 
ing the ground was pulverised two feet 
deep. 


Truth will Out. 


Ir was at a police-court. A witness for the defence had just been 
examined, when the prosecuting police-sergeant stood up to crush 
him. 

Sergeant.— Why did you hide Sullivan in your house on that 
Sunday night ?” 

Witness.—“ I did not see Sullivan at all on that night.” 

Sergeant (knowingly ).— Will you swear your wife did not hide 
Sullivan on that night ?” 

Witness (hesitatingly).—"* Ye-es.” 

Sergeant (more knowingly ).—‘* Will your wife swear that she did 
not hide Sullivan in your house on that night ? ” 

Witness (more hesitatingly).—‘* Well—I—don’t—think—so.” 

Sergeant (most knowingly).—‘“ Ah! and perhaps you can tell the 
Court how it is you can swear your wife did not hide him while she 
cannot swear the same thing. Speak up now, and tell the 
truth.” 

Witness (unhesitatingly.— Well, you see, I’m not a married 
man.”’ 

Sergeant faints. 


es 


How the Day was Won. 


‘“ Stre,” quoth the chief of staff, ‘the Amaxons are assembling 
on the right wing, and evidently intend to turn our left with 4 
vigorous charge.”’ 

**Do you mean the Amazonian wheel corps? 

“Yes, sire; and they are a gallant sight. Their wheels have all 
been re-nickelled, and they have donned their new ashes-of-roset 
bloomers for the first time. What shall we do to avert the danger: 

‘* Order out the royal sprinkling carts.”’ 

‘* Yes, sire.”’ : 

“Let them make the battle-ground in front of our left wing 9 
muddy as possible.” 

‘* Yes, sire.” . ilk 
“Just as soon as the charging Amazons in their new § 
bloomers strike that mud, they will whirl about and ride back 4 

fast as they can pedal.” 

‘*For what, sire?” ‘dl 

“For their mud-guards, stupid. Then, if we advance rap! : 
enough to surprise them before they can get their helmets 02 
straight, the day is ours.” 

And it was even so. 
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